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ONE 


Jackson has always made my blood turn warm. 

If he was not engaged to my sister, I would be interested 
in him. Or rather, if he was not engaged to my sister and 
was into guys, then I would be interested in him. 

He is exactly the sort of guy that I go for. He is macho, 
cocky, arrogant, muscled, handsome and very successful. It 
is almost sickening to think about how perfect he is. 

If only I could find a guy just like him; my Prince! 

Jackson must have been a jock in high school because he 
has the sort of ease and confidence that is typically the 
mainstay of athletic men. And judging from the sort of 
friends he has - the alpha-male variety - I can totally see 
the jock in him. I got to meet all of them this week, first at 
the cocktail party and then at various dress rehearsals 
during the week. I will meet them again tonight at 
Jackson’s bachelor party. 


I am currently fussing over what to wear to the party. I 
have five outfits laid out on my bed and none of them 
appeal to me. Quite honestly, I do not know why I am 
fussing over what to wear. It’s not like Jackson’s buddies 
are going to give a shit about what I look like. Nonetheless, 
I am still fussing over the outfits. 

The bachelor party... Iam so not looking forward to it. 

I like macho guys, don’t get me wrong, it’s just that I 
would prefer to be in bed with one rather than hang out 
with a bunch of them. And the fact that we will be at a strip 
club does not help! 

It’s times like this when weddings become somewhat 
suffocating. For starters, I wonder how well I will fare next 
to a bunch of drunken guys bursting away at the seams 


with lust for all the pretty ladies bouncing around on stage. 
If they were lusting after me, well then that would be a 
different story! Unfortunately for me, these guys appreciate 
leggy women with oversized boobs and peachy pussies. I on 
the other hand, love a thick sausage to feast on - not 
peaches. 

I am nothing like them. These guys personify the very 
idea of ‘bravado’ and all that it stands for whereas I am 
more of the sensitive type and I have no idea how to be 
around them. These guys flash their cash, go up to women 
and shamelessly flirt. They hoot and holler exclusively 
about guy stuff, non-stop I might add, and they drink 
alcohol as if it is going out of style. 

How in the world can I pull off a 'guy's night’ with them? 

When I am on the prowl for man meat with my boys, I am 
still very much the timid one. I get picked up; I never do 
the chasing. 

Surely Jackson’s buddies know that I am gay and that I 
am not inclined to pull the sort of tricks that come so 
naturally to them. 

Even so, their energy still makes me feel... out of place. 

Perhaps my uneasiness has nothing to do with Jackson’s 
buddies and everything to do with the lust I feel for each 
and every one of them. God, I would totally fuck them all... 
How hot would that be? I am totally turned on by all of 
them and the idea of getting all mixed up in a gang bang 
has crossed my mind a few times. 

And therein is my problem... 

Those guys are looking to get laid, only they want 
women, not a guy like me, no matter how cute I am or how 
nice my ass is. For them, it is all about the pussy. I wish I 
did not have a thing for macho straight guys - it has been 
hard to shake off this futile fantasy. 


I finally settle on a nice pair of fitted black pants and a 
black shirt. 

Simple. Clean. Nice. 

I always did look quite sexy in black, if I say so myself. 
And as for my hair, I put some pomade in so it looks all 
fresh and spikey. As I scan the rest of my appearance in the 
mirror, running my eyes from head to toe, I am content 
with how I look and I admire the masculine beauty I see 
before me. I love the pronounced angles on my jaw line and 
those sexy eyes - an icy grey - staring back at me, which 
complement my light brown hair. By force of habit, I 
guickly turn around and check out my ass. It looks 
fabulous, plump and totally ready for a sexy man to devour. 

Taking it all in, I’m thinking that I look pretty good and 
all that fuss before was for nothing. Yes, I am somewhat ‘in 
love’ with myself. So sue me! Who is gonna love me back if 
I don’t love myself first, right? I know that I would get hit 
on if I were going to a gay club, no question about it, but 
tonight is about Jackson and his buddies so I simply have to 
be okay with blending in. 

How unfortunate, says a voice in my head. 

The truth is that I do not blend in very well. I still like to 
have the spot light on me, but only to the extent that I 
become a show piece rather than a one man show. After all, 
I am still quite timid. Jackson’s buddies are all one man 
shows; a bunch of baboons who are all trying to impress 
and top one other! 

As I finally get ready to leave, I start to think about one 
guy in the bunch - Alberto. I am totally curious about him. 
Unlike all the others, Alberto is friendlier and he looks my 
way quite often. He just seems to be more conscious of the 
fact that I am in his space whereas the other guys do that 
fist butting thing, flash wide smiles and then turn back to 
their buds to resume their pointless manly banter. I am 
glad that Alberto is the one guy out of the bunch who has 
taken to me because he is, admittedly, one of the hottest. 


He is even sexier than Jackson, if that is even possible! And 
from what I have heard through the grapevine (i.e.: my 
sister’s girlfriends), Alberto is a sensitive hunk and he is 
Italian. So hot... As far as the girls are concerned, Alberto 
is a major catch and they are all lusting after him! He looks 
Italian for sure, with his short dark hair, tanned skin, 
trimmed facial hair and naughty brown eyes. Yes, you 
heard right: naughty eyes... He has got tons of mischief 
lurking behind them, which is half the reason why I am 
intrigued. 

Those eyes make me wonder: what might he do to me if 
we were alone? 

Alberto is, hands down, the sort of guy you see on the 
covers of those steamy romances they carry at the 
drugstores. He is racked up real nice... I see muscles 
everywhere when I am hanging out with him. His arms are 
massive, his shoulders are wide and strong, his legs 
generously fill out his pants... Oh, and I have checked out 
his ass at least a dozen times by now. It is thick and fleshy 
and his buns fill out the seat of his suit pants real nice. I 
want to put my face in it and wiggle my nose between his 
crack. 


KKK 


As soon as I am behind the wheel, heading to the damn 
bachelor party, all I can think about is Alberto’s butt... It is 
so fucking inviting and so is his crotch. I swear there must 
be a massive cock hidden between his legs, judging from 
how full his crotch looks. 

If I am not thinking about Alberto’s ass, then I am 
thinking about the gangbang... I know it’s not in the cards - 
obviously - but I still get all horny thinking about it. Well, 
the idea of a sexy romp with Alberto in the sack gets me 
just as horny as the thought of the gang bang! What a great 
trade off that would be. 


And then, it hits me... Who am I kidding? A tradeoff - like 
really? 

Alberto is certainly not a trade off by any means - sex 
with him would make my dreams come true! 

Once I am parked at the hotel where I am supposed to 
meet the guys, I take a brief moment and sit in my car so 
that I can compose myself and get centered. Once I have 
gotten all the dirty thoughts out of my head, I take a final 
peek at my pretty face in the mirror. 

Once I am in the hotel lobby, I begin to wonder... 

Will Alberto notice me tonight? 


TWO 


A half hour later, we are all at the strip club, which is not 
too far from the hotel, and the mood buzzing amongst us is 
distinctly masculine. 

I feel more out of place than I have during the nights 
prior, probably because my sister’s girlfriends are not 
around to help buffer the experience. 

Tonight, I am going rogue and the only women in sight 
are the ones slithering around the poles on stage and I 
definitely did not want to engage them, for a dance would 
then surely land onto my lap. 

No thanks! 

Thankfully, Alberto is as friendly tonight as he has always 
been. The other guys are oblivious to what is going on 
around them, but not Alberto. He is enjoying the 
entertainment, of course, but he is also keeping a watchful 
eye on me. 

I wondered if he would notice me tonight and it looks like 
he has! 

“You like that?” he asks while his eyes trail over a petite 
brunette. Naturally, she is swooning over him. 

“She’s all right,” I say, sounding totally lame. 

I wonder if he knows that I am gay. I think he does, but 
you never can be too sure. 

Alberto looks back at me once he is done with the 
brunette and he smiles. God he looks good when he smiles. 

“You have a girlfriend?” he asks. 

“Naw... Uh uh,” I say. 

A boyfriend is more like it, baby... 

Alberto remains stoically silent and he simply stares at 
me. I suddenly feel arrested by his rugged nature and I find 
it hard to stare back. I let my eyes wander over his muscles 
again as I take in his appearance for the millionth time. He 


is wearing a dark grey suit with a crisp black shirt 
underneath. His stubble is clean and cropped, which makes 
him look like a million bucks. And he smells great. 

“You?” I ask. 

He grins and then he shakes his head. “No time, buddy. 
Besides, I have a lot of friends who are girls and they keep 
me pretty busy, know what I mean?” 

“Yeah,” I said dryly. 

So he fucks a lot of women, which means he is like all of 
Jackson’s other baboons. 

Great... I wonder where that leaves us. 

Is there even and us? 

I start to feel suffocated again and I long for the freedom 
that I feel when I am at a gay club. At least there, if I want 
a guy, I can show him how I feel. With Alberto, I feel like 
driftwood floating around aimlessly in the ocean. 

No aim. No purpose. No destination. 

Just floating around. 

“That’s good,” I say, referring to all his female fuck 
buddies. “You must really like getting all that pussy.” 

I cannot believe how fake I sound, talking about women 
and stuff. I wonder why I even bother trying to blend into a 
straight world. Heck, none of Jackson’s buds would try to 
blend into the gay world. 

I hate that I am too chicken shit to let the cat out of the 
bag and tell Alberto that I want to jump his bones! 

Moments later, Alberto starts to stare at me again and 
that same curious look settles onto his handsome face. 

I frown and wonder what that’s all about. 

“Come with me,” he says as he gets up and grabs my 
hand. 

At first Iam taken aback and resist a little but then I give 
up and let him lead the way to wherever it is that he is 
taking me. After all, he has taken my hand into his own, 
which changes everything for me. 

Of course, nobody notices that we leave. 


“Where are we going?” I ask once we are outside. 

“You'll see,” is all he says. 

I feel a spark of excitement as my own curiosity takes on 
a life of its own. Naturally, my horny thorny side kicks in 
again, this time into high gear. 

Does he want to mess around with me in his car? 

Hell yeah... That would be hot! 

We end up in his car all right, but we do not mess 
around. We starting driving instead and by the time we peel 
out of the parking lot, I have forgotten all about fucking 
Alberto because I can’t stop obsessing over his car. 

It is a shiny red Lamborghini. 

I can hardly believe it. 

This guy comes into town for a wedding and he manages 
to hire a condo on wheels as a car rental instead of hiring a 
mid-size vehicle like normal people. 

Unbelievable. 

Add ‘loaded’ to the list of wonderful things that he is. In 
fact, just like Jackson, all his friends are loaded. They are 
horny boys in suits, to be sure, but they are also successful 
and respected men within their industries. 

“Hot wheels,” I say, unable to keep a lid on my 
enthusiasm. 

Every guy remembers the first time he rides in an exotic 
car. Tonight is my first and I am glad that I am having the 
experience with Alberto. A hot car and a hot man - what 
more could I ask for? 

As we cruise along, I steal a few peaks at his profile and 
feel swirls of excitement in my belly. The night has 
definitely gone from drab to fab! 

A short while later we are at the hotel again. Alberto 
pulls his car into the driveway at the entrance and a guy in 
a valet uniform comes around the corner and retrieves the 
car from him. I find it odd how the car creates an ambience 
of respect for its driver. Scratch that... The car commands 
respect for its driver. I have never seen people react to a 


car or a person like this before and I almost feel like a 
celebrity, being around this sort of action. 

Alberto casually walks into the hotel as if he is oblivious 
to the attention. He moves with direction and purpose and I 
follow him, trying to mimic his demeanor. Somehow, when I 
do it, it feels pretentious. But, Alberto makes it look easy... 
He is the real deal! 


THREE 


Ten minutes and a short elevator ride later, we end up on 
Alberto’s floor and he walks over to his door. Now that the 
fuss of his car is behind us, I begin to wonder again what 
we are doing back at the hotel. The horniness kicks in 
again and my mind begins to wander. 

I think that we are going to do the nasty, but then doubt 
kicks in and I feel ridiculous for ever having such a 
thought. After all, maybe he needs to get something from 
his room and that’s why he asked me to ride with him. 

That seems more plausible to me... 

How could I ever think we would walk into his room and 
just starting fucking, right? 

“Come in,” he says, sounding tense. 

I follow him into the room and the door slams shut 
behind me. Once I am past a door, I look around at the 
modest space and wonder why his room is not as 
glamorous as his car. When Alberto catches me staring, I 
immediately stop. 

“I got it today,” he says. 

“What?” I ask. 

“The room... I got it today.” 

“Oh? But you’ve been here all week...Why did you get 
this room today?” 

He walks up to me and starts looking me dead straight in 
the eyes again, settling that intense gaze on me for the 
third time. 

I finally start to clue in... 

And then he pounces and I suddenly feel his strong arms 
engulf me while his hands settle onto the small of my back. 

“So that I can fuck you brains out,” he says once he is 
holding me tight and then he leans in for a kiss before I can 
utter out a response. 


Jesus was I ever wrong about Alberto! 

Naturally, I pop a boner within seconds. Once I process 
the fact that macho straight guy Alberto has his lips all 
over my own, that fucking boner turns rock hard. 

I cannot believe it... It is really happening. 

And it’s hot! 


FOUR 


Alberto is all over me like a bad rash and I feel like a 
fucking rag doll. I have never been with anybody as intense 
as Alberto. But then again, I have never had an Italian lover 
before. I start to think that all Italian men are like Alberto, 
fierce in life as well as in bed. 

I am in love. 

And this time it is for real, I swear... No jokes. 

Alberto and I are like one and I feel like I have found 
something that I never want to let go of. 

“Let the guys have those chicks... I don’t want ‘em,” he 
says as he kneads the smooth flesh of my butt cheeks in his 
sturdy hands. It does not take much time for Alberto to get 
my pants off. 

God I love how he touches me... I feel like I can come just 
from the kissing and touching alone. 

“So what do you want?” I ask, sounding like a tease. 

“This,” he says and then slaps my ass. 

A few moments later, he directs me over to the edge of 
the bed and gets me to put my peachy bum up into the air 
for him. The thought that my ass cheeks are driving him 
crazy is driving me crazy. I see that the sight of my hole is 
making his cock turn rock hard and I feel pangs of desire 
shooting around in my gut as I think about his sausage 
inside my peach. 

Fuck, I want it... I want it so bad. 

Alberto is about to seriously fuck my ass, I think to 
myself. 

“You like my ass?” I ask. 

“Yeah, it’s hot,” he says while he continues to man 
handle my tender cheeks. Once he’s done doing that, he 
starts to go nuts and spanks me. The impact of his hand on 
my flesh is blunt and I immediately feel a sharp sting. When 


he does it a second time, the sting deepens. And then, 
when he does it a third time, I feel so irritated that I want 
to come and I have to summon everything in me to prevent 
my cock from exploding. If I come, it’s game over and this 
is one game that I do not want to end. 

“I want you to fuck me,” I cry out as I fight off the urge 
to squirt. My voice sounds muffled because my face is dug 
into the bed spread but he hears me all right and my 
admission earns me a finger up in my ass. 

“I knew you were a cock lover the minute I met you,” he 
says as he starts to pump my hole. 

I help him along and spread my cheeks as far apart as I 
can. 

“Yeah, spread your little bum for me like a good boy,” he 
says. 

God, who the fuck is this guy? 

And where the hell has he been for the past gazillion 
years? 

The more I spread, the deeper his finger goes in and 
soon, he puts in another. I love the feeling of his roughness 
stretching apart my insides. 

As I contemplate how great the evening is turning out, 
Alberto continues to knead his fingers into my hole. He is 
stretching me out as much as possible, given the way he is 
sticking it to me, probably because his cock is so fucking 
big and he needs to make room for it. 

His cock... I am ready for it so I wrestle with him a bit 
and try to force myself out of his clutches. 

“Show me your cock,” I demand, feeling impatient. 

A naughty grin settles onto his face and those dirty sexy 
eyes of his glean over with excitement. Once his pants are 
off, he rests his firm backside onto the edge of the bed and 
then he grabs me by the collar and forces me down onto his 
rod. 

It turns out that his cock is huge. In fact, it’s massive and 
it’s thick. And, Lord have mercy... It’s uncut. 


Damn... 

It occurs to me then that everything I have heard about 
Italian men is true. They have the best looking cocks and 
they are great lovers. 

“Yeah, suck my cock gay boy,” Alberto says to me as I 
start to slurp his cock down my throat. While I give him the 
best blow job he’s ever gotten, his fingers find their way 
back into my ass and this time around, he works me deep 
and hard and the harder he jabs me, the more I want it. 

I am suddenly desperate for penetration. 

I roll my lips around the head of his cock and use my 
tongue to play with the excess folds of his skin. He has 
already got tons of pre-come and it tastes salty. God do I 
love his taste. 

Once I have had enough of the head of his cock, I take 
his rod deep into my mouth again. And then I lick his balls 
once I am done with that, those glorious coconuts of his, 
and revel in their scent, which is deep and musky. 

My blow job is driving him crazy... I can tell by the way 
he continues to finger my ass with one hand while he pulls 
my hair with the other. And of course, his verbal cues fill in 
the remaining blanks. 

“Suck me gay boy... Fuck yeah, suck me good!” is what 
he keeps on saying to me as I give it to him. 

It seems that I am fulfilling some faggot fantasy of his 
and I am perfectly cool with that. I love being a submissive 
little gay boy for macho men like Alberto. It totally gets me 
going. 

We carry on like this for another five minutes or so and 
then Alberto gets up and orders me to put my ass back up 
in the air for him. 

“You have no idea what your ass does to me,” he says. 

If he only knew what he had been doing to me since he 
arrived! 

“Tell me how much you like getting a cock in this ass,” he 
says, carrying on with his dirty little fantasy. 


“Ram it in there, baby... Fuck my gay boy ass.” 

That is all I have to say in order to get Alberto fully 
charged. Moments later, I begin to feel pressure inside my 
ass as he starts to penetrate and spread me apart with his 
cock. He feeds himself in slowly and that’s when I start to 
really appreciate just how big he is. My poor little hole does 
not stand a chance next to his massive size! After a minute 
or two of being fully submerged inside me, he picks up the 
pace and starts to pound me hard. His cock starts to hit my 
insides in areas that I didn’t even know could be touched. 

I love the feeling of being filled and stretched... 

With Alberto now inside me, I truly feel taken. And it’s 
the best feeling in the world. 

“Your ass is tighter than any of those strippers’ pussies,” 
he says between long and hard thrusts. 

He’s having a great time fucking the hell out of my ass. 

“Yeah, baby... Make me feel good,” I moan as I take it, 
sounding like kitten. 

We do it doggie style, missionary, he spoons me and then, 
after a while, I sit on his lap and ride him while he clutches 
onto my ankles and clamps them down at his knees, forcing 
me to bounce around on his cock. It is at this point that I 
come, for I cannot hold it in any longer. Riding his cock like 
that is the ultimate for me and I get lost in a moment of 
weakness. He continues to fuck me, even though I have 
blown my load. Again, he takes whatever he wants and I let 
him. 

Ten minutes later, Alberto sits me down on the edge of 
the bed and he grabs my face by the cheeks and he jerks 
his cock off, right in my face. He narrows his intense brown 
eyes down on as he does it and then rubs himself harder, 
once he has my full attention. When he finally blows, his 
come splatters all over my pretty little face and I stick my 
tongue out in order to get a taste. His come has the same 
salty flavor as his pre-come and feeling it on my tongue 
gets me horny again. 


Alberto watches on as I lick up all of his juice and he 
seems rather curious by the sight of another man eagerly 
slurping up his come. 

He definitely looks like a satisfied man and I am glad to 
have been the one who put a smile on his sexy face. 

“I had no idea you were into guys,” I say to him, once we 
are done and getting dressed again. 

“I wasn't,” he says and then reaches in to give me a 
quick peck on the lips. “Until I met you.” 


Alberto’s character was inspired by the following photo 
spread: 


Gianluigi from Men at Play 
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